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lidded eyes, stare at us solemnly for a minute, and
then declare that "really he hasn't the least idea." His
forehead is small and slopes back sharply; there is no
mistaking the supercilious cut of the large eye-socket;
his eyebrows must have been thin and always slightly
raised, and the eyes themselves must have been of that
bulging stupid kind; his nose juts forward well, a
perky triangle; and his mouth and chin are small and
mean. His arms are folded at ease, and he presents a
figure of repose.  He is waiting there until somebody
has filled in the proper form. That somebody has been
dead these five thousand years, but he does not know
it, and even if he knew he would not care. He is very
happy here in the Museum. And nobody will persuade
me that I do not know that man, though few people
can know less about the ist Dynasty of Ur than I do.
But I am convinced that that Dynasty had its Oxford
somewhere and that this man went there and sneaked
off with a First and a piffling essay prize, and then
hurried into the Civil Service and after that never
hurried again. If I had stayed another minute in front
of him, he would have referred me to another depart-
ment.   Undoubtedly he likes the Museum, but he
would be happier still in Whitehall.  One day he will
hear about Whitehall, and will then calmly get down
from his pedestal and go there.  I shall not be very
surprised if, one day, I catch sight of him lunching at
one of the more exclusive clubs.

After leaving the Sumerian official, I only halted
for another minute, and that was on the landing of